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About the Cover: Fuzzbutt 
Fardoragh has the run of Innsmouth, the 
center of the H.P. Lovecraft universe, where 
intrigue (and festivities) abound. Fuzzbutt 
can be found roaming its streets and likes 
to hang out at KittyCats store. | think we'll 
enjoy hanging out there too for the 

annual celebration “Lovefest” in August. 


“We are just an advanced 
breed of monkeys on a minor 
planet of a very average star. 
But we can understand the 
Universe. That makes us 
something very special.” 


Stephen Hawking 
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depths of the Second Life’s grid 

lurks a horrifying creepy sim 
inspired by a very prominent horror 
fiction writer. Innsmouth was 
resurrected on the Second Life grid on 
August 20, 2009, which was the 119th 
birthday of Howard Philip Lovecraft 
(b. Aug 20, 1890; d. Mar 15, 1937), the 
author of many _ horror _ stories. 
Originally, Innsmouth was founded 
and owned by Darmin Darkes. She and 
her partner, BaileyMarie Princess, 
along with many others who are 
members of Second Life created what 
is now the most popular Lovecraft- 
inspired region in Second Life. 


Gees deep in the darkest 


The town of Innsmouth, Massachusetts 
originated as a fictional town in one of 
H.P Lovecraft’s horror stories, The 
Shadows over Innsmouth, written in 
1931. This inspiration carried through 
to other works of his, along with works 
from various other authors who were 
inspired by his works and wrote stories 
that were within the world that 
Lovecraft created. The fictional town 
is set in a New England-type setting 
and mostly resembles (and is a stranger 
version of) Newburyport, 
Massachusetts, a small town located in 
Essex County, Massachusetts, where 
the fictional Innsmouth is also located. 
This small fishing community, which 
is set in the early 20th Century, 
became quite famous years after the 
author’s death. He was not well known 


during his lifetime but became famous 
well after his death. He died of cancer 
at the early age of 46. In Second Life, 
over the years, the festivals have from 
time to time donated to various causes, 
such as Relay for Life. Relay for Life 
is one the most prominent nonprofit 
organizations that collects donations 
for the American Cancer Society. Arik 
has also participated in Relay for Life 
events in Second Life to help cancer 
research. 


This year is the celebration of the 10th 
Anniversary of Innsmouth in Second 
Life. This legendary town based on 
H.P. Lovecraft’s books resembles the 
notorious fishing town of New 
England has been attracting residence 
of the virtual world for many years. 
The region is listed in the Second 
Life’s Destination Guide as a favorite 
of Second Life residents, attracting 
explorers, photographers, many fans of 
horror, and a group of role-players. 
Thousands have visited the sim 
repeatedly. Innsmouth is a_ very 
popular place and even appears in 
Wikipedia with a _ single photo 
depicting the town. This photo is a 
photo of Innsmouth in Second Life and 
was a tribute from Darmin Darkes and 
her partner. 


The current owner of Innsmouth, Arik 
Metzger (AriktheRed), discovered 
Innsmouth within a few days of 
signing up on Second Life. He became 


a resident on April 19, 2012. He first 
saw Innsmouth on Destinations, and 
being a diehard Lovecraft fan, had to 
visit the sim. When he arrived, he was 
truly captivated by the experience. 
Immediately after discovering it he 
went searching in Second Life and on 
the market place to find the perfect 
items that inspired his maritime avatar. 
He became a regular fixture on the sim 
after that, as well as other Lovecraft- 
inspired sims. A short time after being 
involved with Innsmouth, he organized 
a festival. This festival, coined 
“Lovefest,” has run every year 
thereafter and is one of the most 
popular festivals in the history of 
Second Life. 


After a few years’ worth of festivals, 


and Arik’s involvement, Darmin 
Darkes sadly announced that she had 
to make the painful decision to give up 


Innsmouth. This decision was made by 
her in September 2015. Arik, who was 
very closely involved, couldn’t let this 
happen and started a fundraiser to save 
Innsmouth. Word spread like wildfire 
through his networks and in a little 
over a week’s time, people donated 
over 800,000 Lindens to save it. This 
fundraiser raised enough to purchase 
and maintain Innsmouth. So in 2015, 
Innsmouth was saved from being 
banished from the virtual world’s 
existence and the festivals continued. 
This year is the eighth year that the 
Lovefest has been a major event in 
Second Life. 


In late 2016 and throughout the 
beginning of 2017, the 
sim went through some 
major renovations, 
though keeping _ the 
theme and original spirit 
of the founders. Some 
additional features from 
the Lovecraft stories 
were added. The 
Manuxet River, a very 
prominent aspect of the 


stories, was added, 
along with new 
structures from the 


stories. A marine area 
was added to house 
“deep ones” from the tales. In February 
2018, Arik contacted the management 
of the other remaining Lovecraft 
regions, Arkham and Dunwich, and 


asked them to join Innsmouth - - and 
the “Miskatonic Valley Sims” were 
united, creating a unified Lovecraft 
experience. Dunwich was completely 
rebuilt, and resides next to Innsmouth. 
Arkham was set for an overhaul, but 
the owner sadly had to give up the sim 
after the first year. The spirit of 
Lovecraft shines through in the dank, 
dark fogs of this creepy spirited 
domain. In fact, speaking of domains, 
keep an eye out for the new domain 
name in the future and the website that 
will give you lots of information about 
the sim, its history and current 
activities. 


If you have seen KittyCats on Second 
Life, Innsmouth is home to one of the 
most famous KittyCats pet in Second 
Life. The one and only “Fuzzbutt 
Fardoragh”! Fuzzbutt has full reign of 
Innsmouth, wandering the streets and 
spending most of his time in the sewers 
of downtown these days. As always, 
you will probably see Fuzzbutt 
hanging out at the KittyCats store 
during any of the events. They give 
him lots of treats there. 


This year being a very special year, 
Arik and his staff decided to do 
something special. This year they are 


celebrating the sim with a _ big 
Anniversary/Birthday bash called 
“Innfest.” So get ready for the year’s 
Lovecraft event in Second Life, where 
you can discover what all the hype is 
about. With the addition of The 
Miskatonic University and Library, get 
prepared for this epic birthday party. 


There will be entertainment by live 


musicians and DJs, HP Lovecraft- 
inspired fan art, some of your favorite 
Lovefest merchants, and the famous 
“Fuzzbutt’s Gacha Shack” will be 
there also. Don’t forget about some of 
the original buildings, like the Opera 
House and the Arkham Theater, and 


wear your favorite Lovecraft garb or 
just come as yourself. 


If you are unfamiliar with H.P. 
Lovecraft and you have Netflix, his 
works inspired a very popular Netflix 
series called Stranger Things. If you 
haven’t been inworld to visit 
Innsmouth, coming up this month on 
the August 20th, SL is celebrating H.P. 
Lovecraft’s 129th birthday and 
Innsmouth 10th anniversary on the grid 
- - a party you really do not want to 
miss. For more information about the 
staff, the event and how to get there, 
you can find out more about Innsmouth 


and its love for Lovecraft by going to 
its website which can be found at 
https://lovefest.wordpress.com. When 
you get there, make sure you pet 
Fuzzbutt (he likes lots of attention). 
Every Wednesday night, make sure 


> 


and check out the latest movie in the 
Arkham Theatre and take a stroll 
through the cemetery and playground 
across the way. You can find lots of 
dangerous things roaming around the 
sim, so watch out as you peruse it. 
Innsmouth also has a lot of avid role- 


players on it and offers houses for rent 
to those who wish to live in the 
experience in Second Life. Hopefully, 
you will enjoy your experience at 
Innsmouth! Stay tuned for the next 
event coming up soon from August 


20th to August 27th. Watch for 
announcements. Make sure and join 
one of the groups that belong to 
Lovecraft fans throughout Second Life. 


photography 


EE 


S; Show White-and 


he-Priacess Bunny 


OSCR ASE 


e hadn't had any reservations 
Hin it was the rabbit thing. 

Sure, she had several playboy 
styled costumes among the others he 
had seen. As a Catholic boy he had a 
thing for the nun costumes. It didn't 
bother him that she had this bunny 
fixation. Many people have de facto 
mascots; they were on her clothes, 
from pajamas and underwear, to 
slippers. She had bunny pictures, 
knick-knacks, and plush toys. The 
bathroom had bunny wallpaper. He 
thought the key rings and jewelry were 
cute and co-ordinated. The pink and 
white everywhere was sexy and girly. 
It was just the rabbits. 


He was sitting one day lounging 
around in his turtle suit waiting for the 
laundry to finish. He was playing some 
dumb maintenance game on his phone 
when it looked like the wind had 
blown open the front door. This big 
hound dog stuck his snout in. 


“Oh, dear!” said Tommy. 


Tommy clambered to his feet just as 
the dog sniffed twice and flew down 
the hall. The chase was on. The dog 
was howling like the moon had fallen 
in his lap and Tommy was trying to 
figure out what he was going to do 
when he caught the dog. All of a 
sudden, the howling stopped and the 
dog was gone. 


Tommy had slammed the door as he 
chased the hound and was looking at a 
very dark other side beyond the 
twilight of the closet. Tommy is okay 
with the dark but he doesn’t go out of 
his way to scramble into dark secret 
rooms if not required, but this was an 
emergency. He started to climb in the 
hole on his hands and knees and threw 
his hands against a floor that wasn’t 
there. He was overbalanced and fell 
forward, pulling him off his feet. 


He fell, but not like he thought falling 
felt - - it was more like a boomerang 
effect and he landed slickly on his feet 
as if he had only jumped from there. 


He’d had his eyes tightly shut but he 
slit them open to find himself in a long 
hall with medieval decorations. He 
looked more closely at a nearby 
painting and saw that the portrait 
character, though elaborately dressed, 
was in fact, a distinguished looking 
rabbit. 


She had real rabbits in these open 
cages and running around the 
apartment. He never did know exactly 
how many there were because, frankly, 
he didn't want to know, but there were 
always at least two adults and who 
knows how many babies. He had 
known cat ladies in his life, but nothing 
like what she would go through for 
these rabbits. She went out to a 
produce store every day, not to pick up 


scraps for them, but to put together the 
freshest possible rabbit salad. This 
would have put any picky vegetarian to 
shame because she would tailor each 
rabbit's feed to what she felt they had 
indicated they liked the most in her 
informal but extensive record keeping. 


Her care for these animals was so 
consuming that she had to travel 
farther and farther to different produce 
shops because she had been kicked out 
of the local stores, despite the volume 
of her business, for accusing them of 
bunny-cide in the loudest possible 
voice for not meeting this or that 
culinary demand from the hutch. 


She laughed like Tinkerbell because 
she was a Disney girl from head to toe. 


Mind you, he had met her at a furry 
convention and it appears that his 
makeshift turtle costume was the least 
threatening to her bunny defenses, and 
he thought he had died and gone to 
heaven — unless hell has rabbits. 


Rabbit droppings kinda look like 
raisins so he had some _ quick 
adjustments to make, because not only 
was he not in charge, he wasn’t sure 
Bunny was either. To him it looked 
like the female adult, “Snow White,” 
was mostly likely to call the tune in 


Rabbit droppings kinda look like raisins 
so he had some quick adjustments to make. 


But when she turned her attention to 
him, it was like he had fallen into an 
entirely different world where all the 
normal socio-sexual rules were just a 
minor inconvenience. She could bring 
him to a height he had never before 
anticipated. She had this trick of 
getting ahead of him and screaming 
and panting while he was just getting 
his coat off from work, and _ this 
accelerated pace seemed to draw him 
out like a race horse. They did what 
one imagines rabbits doing so often he 
wondered if any human could keep up. 


this household, and when "Bunny" (did 
i forget to point out that she went by 
that name too?) decided a rabbit was 
unhappy, her world was in apocalypse, 
but consolation was not that difficult. 
He has not ever forgotten how she 
would race him to the bedroom and 
always win. From then on, it was 
trying to keep up, and she never ran 
out of gas. 


He took _ seriously her orders 
concerning the care and feeding, but he 
could never see any indication that the 


rabbits had any preferences at all. He 
didn’t see any advantage in going 
counter to her rabbit regimens. She 
could tell he was going to be better 
with them that any of the other guys 
and that it was worth spilling her libido 
out onto him over and over as the 
perfect reward. He did not object and 
endured the rabbit droppings just to be 
close to her. Further, she had 
mentioned that she had a couple of 
bunny friends that might come over 
sometimes to play. He figured that had 
to be a bucket list item if it had 
occurred to him before or not. 


To make things even trickier, he was 
aware that because she was _ not 
allowed by the lease to have any 
animals, he had to make sure no one 
escaped. That meant always being 
careful with doors and windows. She 
was constantly trying to convince the 
rabbits they did not want to get out for 
it is a dangerous world for rabbits out 
there and it was her job to make sure 
nothing happened to them. 


Bunny would say, “You don’t need to 
go out there. The restaurant downstairs 
and across the street kills rabbits for 
fun and profit. Bad restaurant! Isn’t 
that right, Tommy?” 


“That’s right, Bunny. I saw it on their 
menu.” 


She would shudder and wince as if 


zombies had moved in over there any 
time the restaurant was mentioned. 


“Those butchers!” She would slam her 
fist down and rabbits would scatter. 
Now he was looking at the rabbit in a 
suit. “Okay, that’s weird,” he 
whispered. 


Just then, he heard the howl of the 
hound dog at the end of the hall. He 
ran down the hall and snatched the 
dog’s collar in one hand as the doors 
opened on a large ballroom. 


“Where is this hidden in our apartment 
building?” he said hearing his own 
voice echo in the room. 


“Is this your hunter?” Someone said 
behind him. 


“Um, no, I do not know this dog,” 
Tommy said. 


“That is a shame because he has been 
here before and we would like that to 
stop.” said the strangely familiar voice. 


Tommy turned and was about to set 
this guy straight when he saw the most 
complex and detailed furry suit ever. 


Tommy stared and felt his first 
inclination take over. He brought one 
hand up to pull on the mouth, but this 
was not a mask in the ordinary sense. 
He shook his head to clear cobwebs 


but there was no change. The dog was 
strangely calm and didn’t flinch even 
as Tommy jumped when he realized 
this was not a mask, but some kind of 
humanoid rabbit. 


Tommy stumbled back, “How, err ... 
why?” 


The figure spoke in understanding 
tones, “Your first time in The Den?” 


“Yeah, 
Tommy. 


I guess, but really?” said 


“Was that your first time through a soft 
portal?” he asked. “No matter, you will 
not be going back. We have to have 
some security. You and your dogs are 
going to the pellet mines.” 


Tommy began to panic when rough 
hands grabbed both of his elbows and 
before he knew it, there were shackles 
on his wrists and ankles. 


“Hey! You can’t do this!” Tommy 
shouted. 


“Hey human, calm yourself. You are 
not ascendant here.” 


“B-b-b-but Bunny will want me to tell 
her that her pets are safe,” pleaded 
Tommy. 


“Bunny? The Princess? Have you been 
climbing her back?” asked the Rabbit 


in the suit. 


Tommy thought for a moment and 
some vague references Bunny 
sometimes made came together. 


He said, “Yeah, I guess you could say 
so...” 


The mood changed rapidly. The voice 
was staring down the large figures 
behind him and the shackles were gone 
in short order. 


“Please. Pardon my rude lack of 
decorum, I am Elvis Lapine, the Eighth 
Earl of Britain France and the Colonies 
and Protector of the Royal Family of 
Memphis Returned.” 


“Elvis” bowed low and gave a little 
bounce and what looked like a sneer. 


“Bunny has as much attraction to 
humans as I do their fashion, which is 
why we have re-opened this portal. 
The last human who got her attention 
wrote children’s stories. His name was 
Charles or Lewis or something. He saw 
me once and the whole idea of his 
‘Alice’ book grew out of his re-telling 
and embellishment of that encounter. I 
must say, you are a creative race,” said 
Elvis. “Both she and my ancestor, 
Elvis the Seventh. Just love the feel of 
your juices.” 


Tommy pondered the rabbit’s use of 


the name Elvis. 


“Of course you know, Tommy,” said 
the Earl, “We sing beautifully and he 
could collect many pets until he got fat 
to discourage them. My grandfather 
loved humans as much as any rabbit 
could.” 


An upright rabbit in a livery uniform 
whispered in Elvis’s upright and 
vibrating ear. It seems we have secured 
the babies in the apartment. The dog 
can be returned again. It is not your 
beast, is it?” Just then, a lovely rabbit 
matron strolled in. 


“I do despise having to dress and put 
on this ridiculous human shape so that 
you can try out your costumes,” she 
said. 


“Hello, Snow White. How is your diet 
going?” said Elvis. 


“Never mind that, “ Snow said. “What 
are you going to do with this meat trap 
here?” 


Tommy wasn’t sure he wasn’t just 
hearing these voices in his head, but he 
had figured out that the head rabbit in 
the household had just talked to him 
for the first time. 


“Don’t make me emote this again. I 
despise human language as much as 
limp lettuce,” said Snow White. 


“What can we do? The Princess likes 
him and will still get her own way as 
long as she wants to keep wearing that 
“slicky” costume,” said the Earl. 


“Who wants this world anyway? These 
humans are determined to commit 
suicide as a species. She will lose her 
pet’s planet.” 


Suddenly, it hit Tommy like a punch in 
the jaw. He was not the sometimes 
caretaker of dumb animals, he is the 
dumb animal himself. He felt brutish 
and venal. 


“There is a flaw in __ their 
communications. They must talk, talk, 
talk, make up words and talk some 
more. Still they do not hear each other. 
Misunderstanding is a primary feature 
of whatever collective goals they seek. 
We live in simplicity and talk to each 
other constantly. Only the old are 
caught by predators and just when we 
thought we had convinced them we are 
too cute to kill and eat, we become a 
gourmet item again. Some humans will 
eat nearly anything, and don’t know 
that most of the time it is not what they 
think. It’s disgusting.” 


Just then, there is a flurry outside and 
in rushes Bunny. “I got here as soon as 
I heard. Are you all right Tommy?” 
asked Bunny. ”The dogs conspired to 
get you down here, and I suppose it is 
for the best. I wish you males would 


last longer, but I do 
love you, my pet. — 
Bunny moved closer — 
and planted one of — 
her instant boner — 
inducing kisses up his 
lips and grabbed his 
cock. 


“Remember me 
telling you about 
other rabbits? Would \\ | 
you like to meet | 
them? asked Bunny. 


Tommy’s head © 
whirled, but his cock — 
sprang to attention. 
Despite everything — 
else, this is what he © 
had been waiting for. 


He followed Bunny down a long hall 
in the castle and eventually approached 
what sounded like a collective giggle. 


“Does anyone need help with their 
“slicky” suit?” asked Bunny. 


Someone, maybe all of them, said, 
“No, we are good. What is his recovery 
time?” Tommy didn’t know how he 
compared to others, but he was still 
young enough to come three to five 
times a night and he was about to find 
out just how many times he really 
could. 


In is not often in a man’s life can he 
say he is supremely satisfied, but it 
paled just a little when the next time he 
woke up, he was in his own bed with 
soft furry rabbits all over the surface. 
For a minute he wondered if this was 
all just some silly dream. 


“I’m here,” one of them said. “I 
thought you might be ready to see my 
true form. You don’t need to tell 
anyone about us, do you?” 


I did not. Not until now 
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night has been so long 
stars far out of view 
waiting for our cue 
rising with the dawn 
we upon the bridge 


fly the unfurled flag 
rise with steady hands 
this peaceful choir 
this unsung anthem 


‘we upon the bridge 


watch them come with tanks 


bullets and grenades 
water cannons fire 
tear gas rockets hit 
we upon the bridge 


fly the unfurled flag 
rise with steady hands 
this peaceful choir 
this unsung anthem 
we upon the bridge 


darkness soon will break 


like glass beneath boot 
empires all will shake 
when they finely face 
we upon the bridge 


fly the unfurled flag — 


rise with steady hands - 


this peaceful choir 
this unsung anthem 
we upon the bridge 


born at wounded knee 
raised at standing rock 
now this generation 
rise in liberation 

we upon the bridge 


Ware. 


r 


fly the unfurled flag 
rise with steady hand: 
this peaceful choir 
this unsung anthem 
we upon the bridge 


Crazy Horse is here ~ 


Geronimo is too > 
Osceola Wildcat 

all return to stand wit 
we upon the bridge 


. fly the unfurled flag 


rise with steady hand: 
this peaceful choir 
this unsung anthem 
we upon the bridge 


In Honor of the Water Protectors 
who stood with Standing Rock 

dusk Nov 20 till dawn Nov 21, 2016 
on a bridge called backwater 
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Daddy's . 
Almost Haj 


Pop, you look just awful. 

What you need is a haircut. 

I will come see you Saturday and bring my shears— 

Get you tidied up and handsome. , 
_, That will make everything better. 


Pop, I’ll be right back, 
is lady wants to talk to me. 


What we didnt tell you was this: 
She was from hospice. » ' 
You have three weeks to live, - 
Lungs and liver full of shadows. 

There is a'voom ready for you, there. 
hey will do some tests tomorrow, 


ill be back on Saturday, with"my shears 


." ~ 


* 

If I had known this was the last time I would see you 

I would have been at your bedside until that day 

When you fell asleep and did not wake up, ~ 

Passing to where I could no longer touch, hear or see you. 
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45 Es Un Titere 
by Thomas Kirkman 
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“The seal has a complex history, notes 
the Victoria and Albert Museum ...” 
[USA Today] 


You all know I was set in as the 
Designated Successor. Now I am the 
President. Time has come to unveil my 
story. Don’t mess it up and say I 
follow the path of Kiefer Sutherland. 
He is known as the Designated 
Survivor. When Capitol Hill was 
attacked during the State of the Union, 
he had to take over the Presidency. 
Millions have seen it on ABC and 
millions are watching it right now on 
Netflix. He did well, you know it. I do 
terribly, you don’t know it yet. But 
what counts for a survivor is to work 
hard so you will never find out. 


I was just listening to the song 45 by 
Shinedown when the impact happened. 
I remember the lines well that made 
my life what it is. 


And I'm staring down the barrel of a 
45 
Swimming 
another life 
No real reason to accept the way 
things have changed 

Staring down the barrel of a 45 


through the ashes of 


[lyrics by Shinedown] 


That sounds not very presidential, you 
know and I know. That’s why I kept it 
hidden - - how I made it to become 


President. Today someone 
deciphered it and arranged it 
in form of a presidential seal. 
I am number 45. A 
Designated Successor with 
such a_ ranking. That’s 
disgusting even by my 
standards. Others would } 
have stepped back from the 
shame, but I took it as a 
challenge, ‘Despite the 
constant negative press, 
pluqua.’ I did a 
multidimensional research 
before I set up the tweet. 
Worldwide, of course. 
Hidden, of course. I could 
not ask the National Gallery 
of Art, the NGA to do it. 
There are leaks everywhere, 
you know and I know. I 
asked my friend who is in 
charge of the Colossal 
Computer in Moscow (his 
name is classified, you know and I 
know) if there were a way to turn the 
picture, to find a secret power behind 
45 and the words ES UN TITERE that 
have been placed along side. What a 
shock. 


By combining quaternion and octonion 
math to a hypercomplex number 
system, the result was given. Even the 
Chief of Staff could not believe that 
one of my ancestors hasn’t been a 
mathematician and I could rightfully 
claim the term pluquaternion. I had to 


replace him in a sudden. “Fired,” I said 
and stepped to the Press by myself. 
You nod, that I shall not repeat errors I 
made in the past. You are right, when I 
posted “Despite the constant negative 
press, covfefe,” the White House Press 
Secretary Sean Spicer made a bad 
figure when being asked about my 
tweet, “The President and a small 
group of people know exactly what he 
meant.” Why did he not tell the truth 
and say that I created a new form of 
Art and point to Art Blue, who claimed 
the domain and created a show to 
honour my elusive word creation? I am 


a linguist; not many have noticed this 
by now. But today things will change. 


I step to the Press. The seal 45 ES UN 
TITERE behind me, no longer I will 
call it fake news, I call it real fake 
news and say: 


“45 ES UN TITERE, stands for ...” 
and I hold the paper from Colossal 
Computing in hand. Now being 
stronger than ever, I give a damn about 
the sources who made me what I am. I 
read the result, “45 stands for a call 
from your guardian angels to pursue 


your passions and seek your higher 
purpose in life. You are called to be a 
light worker, and that calling is likely 
to be something that can help all of 
humanity.” 


I see the press putting the phrase in 
their smartphones. They tweet it. What 
a success. Someone raises their hand, 
“That is in fact true, Mr. President. 
Google has just verified it.” I feel my 
pulse rising, why in hell must Google 
be in California? But I have got bigger 
fish to fry. 


“ES,” I continue “is from Latin and 
stands for essentia, essentiae, the 
shortcut for Essence.” I hear people 
applauding. 


“UN, stands for Unite, United. 
America United. I will work colossal 
on the turning point.” I noticed that 
many had made the sacrifice of 
travelling from the state of believers to 
the Capitol to hear me speaking on 
unblessed territory. The priest in me 
takes over. “Thank you for crossing the 
border to join Turning Point USA.” I 
wave to the teens attending the Action 
Summit at the Marriott Marquis in 
Washington, to the ones holding the 
sign ‘Let us make Virginia Great 
again.’ “All votes shall count for my 
45 Angel score.” The applause gets 
tremendous. Never ever has a president 
gotten such applause. 


“cc 


Titus, Titus, Titus,” I hear them roar. 
What is this? It is TITERE on the seal. 
Colossal Computing tells me different, 
that it is a typo and means hero. I need 
to Google this Titus. Luckily, I have 
the newest gadget in my ear, so I can 
secretly enter the catchphrase in 
Google without typing it. “Titus,” I say 
and raise my hands fitting perfectly in 
a V-pose to the signs I get back from 
the masses. My inauguration was the 
biggest ever but this audience is even 
topping it. “I will build a coliseum to 
keep the bad hombres out,” I shout and 
the masses went frenetic. The Roman 
Empire will get reinstalled. Bread and 
Games, but to true believers I shall 
speak in Latin. I add something I must 
add, you know it and I know it, when 
the audience is on edge, you have to 
add something. I add, “Panem et 
circenses as predicted in the Two 
Corinthians.” 


Sek ek ak kk oe ok 


SEAL design by Charles Leazott 

went viral on July 23, 2019 — see: 
https://eu.usatoday.com/story/news/pol 
itics/2019/07/26/fake-presidential-seal- 
trump-turning-point-event-charles- 
leazott/1835339001/ 
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IN OUR DOC 


BY ZYMONY GUYOT 


In our cage 

A herd of hammers, consumed in fail 
Where every answer is a nail 

And truth is tricks and tripes and trails 
of gaslit mirror-made histories 
..ignoring mysteries 

..and rounding down to nothing. 


In our box 

Are lies looking for shiny clothes 

and |-don't-knows 

Incidental friends and transactional foes. 
The sordid ease of ignorance 

We build our fence, shield our pretense 
Of how we slaughter innocence 


In our swamp 

We cast our nets and bleed what history forgets 
Indifference that aides, abets 

These faith-made chasms, immune to light 

and bridges...that with soulful might 

just spare us self-inflicted wounds 

..of not knowing righteousness from right. 


In our trenches 

Trading blows 

.with Never-And-Don't-Care-To-Know 
Our emperor always had new clothes 
It's we who are naked, | suppose 

We think our paper heroes real 

and ever master of the deal 

All twists and turns and tangled tangles 
absolved by tweaking camera angles 


In our illusic 
We think tt 
We think tt 
That We hz 
That We're 
This game t 
This strengt 
..it comes f 
think we're 


In our door 
We bomb t 
A sea of tru 
A thousand 
hit the brak 


on 
ere is an "Other" 
ley are to blame 

ive moral certainty 
immune from shame 
hat's not a game 

‘h that turns to rot 
rom being what we 
not. 


n 
he truth with apathy 
thers, trolls and fakes 


opportunities to simply 


es 


And when our reckoning comes 

Our doings done, the wreckage run, the 
empty gun 

We will have forgotten 

...what healing takes 
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f you are a Second Life Resident, 
you may already know that 
Second Life celebrates an 
anniversary every year. If you 
didn’t know, SURPRISE! Don’t forget 
to look for it next year around June. 
Each year, many residents from all 


over the grid come and make exhibits 
themed to that year’s birthday. This 
year was very special. It was Second 
Life’s Sweet Sixteen and with this 
Sweet Sixteen party we had many sock 
hops and records abound in Second 
Life. 


These parties are always filled with 
many gifts and exciting exhibits to try 
out. This year they even had a carnival 
to enjoy for a portion of the event. 
Every year you can get many products 


for free that may cost a lot of Linden 
Dollars outside the event. KittyCats 
gives out kittens and you can even get 
the latest version of a BIOBreedable 
dog. 


If you didn’t get to go this year, it was 
really spectacular. The theme was the 
50s. There were quite a few 1950-style 
diners, drive-in theaters, and nostalgia 
all over the sims, as well as several 
rollercoasters to ride. If you didn’t feel 
like walking, you could take a leisurely 
ride on one of the many pods gliding 
around on the sidewalks. 


There were so many exhibits to go 
through, and the stages were filled with 
performances from so many talented 
artists on the grid. The art was 
remarkable and so many creative 
builders were brought together. Some 
of the exhibits had famous SL artworks 
in them. FionaFei’s art was amazing. 
There were also artists like Bryn Oh 


artwork by FionaFei 


with displays and one of the exhibitors 
had a big statue that was supposed to 
represent Marilyn Monroe on the grate 
when her dress was flowing up. 


In the past, the birthday parties were 
usually ran by the residents, but this 
year Linden Labs assigned it to the 
Moles. The volunteer Moles worked 


hard every day to help the exhibitors 
and even provided security. One of the 
biggest features this year was the 
introduction of the new Linden homes. 
The new homes, which are located on 
new sims, are in such demand that the 
residents are grabbing them up very 
fast. Part of the birthday celebration 
had a_ beautifully put together 


community where these new homes 
were displayed. If you are a premium 
member, this is quite an upgrade! 
Thank the Moles for how they 
beautified these new communities. If 
you aren’t premium and you upgrade, 
the benefits of being premium have 
greatly improved! 


So, as the party came to a wind down, 
as every big party with lots of cake 
does, we get to look forward to another 
great year in Second Life. Next year in 
2020, don’t miss the party if you did 
this time around!! 


The End! 


Oh, wait! There is more to come. Stay 
tuned in the September issue when we 
will delve into the new Linden homes 
saga! 
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Fight or Plight 


Cat Boccaccio 


photo by Schelly 


harlotte arrived home just after 

four am, and Jamie was asleep. 

The house still stank of beer, so 

he’d had friends over. The 
furnace had clicked over into overnight 
temperatures, so the house was cold— 
that especially bitter, early morning 
cold. 


She went into the kitchen and washed 
her hands at the sink. She used 
Palmolive dish detergent as soap, and 
scrubbed up as thoroughly as_ the 
surgeons she occasionally worked 
with. Her hands, she noticed were 
looking pink and raw but she was too 
tired for a shower, and needed to wash 
away the death and decay. 


Jamie had cocooned himself in the 
sheets and blankets at one side of the 
bed. She had to wake him, or sleep in 
the cold. 


When she awoke the next day, she had 
a meal that was neither breakfast nor 
lunch, an egg sandwich and a glass of 
cranberry juice, followed by a can of 
beer. Jamie had gone off to work, and 
she was due at the hospital in less than 
an hour. 


She combed her hair, thinking it was 
too long. Who was she kidding? Her 
hair was pale blonde and thick and 
there was no grey showing, but she 
was no longer the bright young beauty 
that had attracted Jamie and so many 


others. She rubbed baby lotion on her 
arms and chest. She put concealer 
under her eyes. She thought of Cassie, 
who was the wife of one of Jamie’s 
friends. Charlotte would agree to the 
Super Bowl party Jamie kept talking 
about, so Cassie could visit too and 
they could chat and Charlotte would 
inevitably laugh, because Cassie 
always put things into perspective. 
Cassie seemed to enjoy making 
Charlotte laugh. The world was a crazy 
dark place, that was Cassie’s 
philosophy. Might as well face it and 
deal with the paralysis of life with 
energy and a sharp tongue. 


Charlotte understood that. She felt 
paralyzed but lacked the energy or 
power to feel that she was more alive 
than the patients she treated, and not 
one of the walking dead. She wanted 
handsome Jamie back. She wanted the 
feel of a hero’s arms about her, warm 
and soothing. She wanted a flat 
stomach and trim waist, and clothes 
that fit. She wanted to be admired and 
yes, even pampered. Instead, she was 
surrounded daily by the dying and had 
to fight off thoughts that the happiness 
of those she served might be better 
fulfilled by a deep, permanent, 
peaceful sleep. 


Jamie had a gig that evening, and 
Charlotte would miss it. While she 
nursed a vague nostalgia for the once 
inseparable performer and muse, she 


didn’t mind, and neither did Jamie. He 
was hardly the rock star she had 
worshipped as a girl. He was a DJ ina 
small town now. He didn’t write songs 
anymore, or sing them. She was no 
longer his inspiration. He played 
whatever music his clients wanted, 
even country and western. Being the 
wife of an indifferent DJ was not the 
same as being the wife of a rock star. 
To be honest, he was never a rock star 
either. Just a singer in a band that was 
no more. 


He would be home 
from work by six, 
while Charlotte was at 
the hospital, then out 
again by seven, so she 
made him an egg 
sandwich too, 
wrapped it in 
cellophane and put it 
in the refrigerator. It 
was not a hot meal, 
but then Jamie was 
less of a cook than she 
was. It would have to 
do. She had one more 
can of beer, and put 
another one in_ her 
bag. 


She passed the hall 
mirror on her way out 
the door and looked 
into her own eyes. So, 
how she felt was 


obvious. They were as flat and matte as 
a painted doll’s eyes. 


Cassie. She would wait to see Cassie 
before she made any decisions. Cassie 
could make her laugh. When she truly 
laughed, her eyes twinkled and shone. 
Many people had told her that, once. 
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Mom Said 


Dearstluv Writer 


hoto by Kimberley C 


Plucked out, 

with a vengeance, 
that gray hair 

on this age'n face. 


Ain't easy 
with tired, 
feeble fingers. 


DAMN TWEEZERS 
Slippery little buggers 


Wheel busted 
on the walker. 


Cane broke to hell. 


CRAP! 

Times a' comin' 
where I'll land 
on ma’ kisser. 
Lookin’ like 
"T've fallen and 
I can't get up!" 


Gotta luv it... 
Yep, 
Ya really do. 


Doc says, I haveta' 
quit smokin' 

these here 

killer cigarettes. 

I told that 

sly, lecturing 
practitioner 

"T'd eat right, 
exercise and die, 
ANYWAY". 


Don't have sex 

no more. 

So's might-as-well 
smoke. 

Yes, sir.. 

Life's a bitch 

N then you die. 
(someone said ) 


Time fer 
one last cig. 
Climb 
in the sack. 
Snuggle in 
these old pjs. 
Whisper words 
to the Lord. 


And be glad 
I made it 
THIS FRICKING FAR. 


| walked by the ocean tide - 
Pondering an ocean wide 
Of plastics and man's discharge; 


Creating waves of suicide. 


I see far off a larg 
But there's no caj 
No one at helm n 
Dishonorable the 


e barge, I cry tears for | do yearn 


otain in charge - To care for the sea to learn, 
or at stern; But there must be more than me 
discharge. Who steerage the barge with concern. 


By Shyla the Super Gecko 
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